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The New Light 
T h e l i g h t that I have so l o n g l o v e d t u r n s 
its gaze g r u d g i n g l y f r o m the o l d v i e w 
o f i s lands , f r o m e n f o l d i n g valleys 
w a k i n g f r o m t h e i r s leep, d e w 
d a n g l i n g at e a c h m o r n i n g ' s edge , tes t ing 
the gravity o f ca lyx , l e a f a n d s tem; 
turns f r o m vi l lages at n i g h t c u p p i n g 
t h e i r c a n d l e s i n p r o c e s s i o n d o w n a m o u n t a i n , 
a g i r l ' s g igg le m u f f l e d i n the forest 's t h r o a t ; 
turns f r o m the b e n e d i c t i o n o f the o c e a n w h i c h absolves 
even as it e m b r a c e s , w a s h i n g c o l o n i a l g u i l t 
l i k e seaweed f r o m u n r e p e n t a n t b e a c h e s . 
N o w the d r e a m is d r a i n i n g f r o m the shadows 
i n the valleys, edges h a r d e n i n g 
i n disgust as the l i g h t grows 
i n t o a h a r s h , u n c o m p r o m i s i n g g lare . 
T h e s u n is t u r n i n g c y n i c a l , t a k i n g 
its m o r n i n g tal ly i n the t a r n i s h e d a i r 
l i k e a c o m p l a c e n t p r i s o n w a r d e r t w i s t i n g 
a n o c h r e t h u m b p r i n t i n t o K i n g s t o n ' s face. 
T h e l i g h t c a n n o t erase its n e w r e f l e c t i o n — 
at d a w n a n a l b i n o h a w k c i r c l i n g 
a f e e d i n g tree, w i n g t i p p e d w i t h g o l d , 
the g l i n t o f a g r i n f r o m the m u z z l e o f a g u n 
as a b l a c k C l i n t E a s t w o o d surveys the k i l l i n g field 
a n d r u n s that fable t h r o u g h a n o t h e r v e r s i o n . 
T h i s is the l i g h t that scars the e a r t h , 
a s c r u t i n y that w h i t h e r s m y t h 
a n d cauter izes p a i n . W o r d s w o r t h 
c o u l d n o t survive a s q u i n t at it. P a n 
has s w a p p e d his flute f o r a n a m p l i f i e r 
b l a s t i n g fifteen h u n d r e d watts b u t after 
a l l the q u e s t i o n s a r u m o u r l i n g e r s . 
I n the city's b u r s t i n g f u n e r a l p a r l o u r s 
the corpses g l o w at n i g h t , n i m b u s o f b l u e 
acety lene b u r n i n g the d a r k n e s s u n d e r t h e r o o f , 
l i g h t i n g u p the w i n d o w s , c r u n c h o f gr is t le , b o n e a n d s inew 
as a f o o t c u r l s i n t o a c l o v e n h o o f . 
T o k e e p the secret they are b u r i e d i n t h e i r b o o t s 
b u t u n d e r the l e a t h e r the l i g h t s t i l l g lows, e v e n 
as coarse , wet h a i r b e g i n s to s p r o u t 
over the a n k l e s a n d a l o n g the s h i n . 
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